October by Gilleon, Kristi
The Oval 
Volume 3 Issue 1 Article 25 
2010 
October 
Kristi Gilleon 
Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval 
 Part of the Creative Writing Commons 
Let us know how access to this document benefits you. 
Recommended Citation 
Gilleon, Kristi (2010) "October," The Oval: Vol. 3 : Iss. 1 , Article 25. 
Available at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol3/iss1/25 
This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks at University of Montana. It has been 
accepted for inclusion in The Oval by an authorized editor of ScholarWorks at University of Montana. For more 
information, please contact scholarworks@mso.umt.edu. 
73
She outlawed the Polaroid picture
Because she was scared of the truth it wouldn’t hide,
And she invented digital to leave her failings fewer.
Her first rolls of film were taken when her hands were newer
The subjects, her mother and her father, blurry and ready to collide,
So she outlawed the Polaroid picture.
The taste her parents’ yelling left, seeped inside her head had no cure
And through the lens she noticed their smiles start to slide.
She invented digital to leave her failings fewer.
Her fingers ran along the pockmarked walls, empty except for the mirror,
Smashed glass and scissors surrounded mother after father took a ride.
She outlawed the Polaroid picture.
Her mother’s definition of the word “taboo” centered around the fixture
That was her father’s face, so the way she felt she knew she couldn’t confide.
She invented digital to leave her failings fewer.
Her loss came sharply into focus, discarding reminders the only cure.
She cropped her father out in Photoshop, and, just like her mother, lied.
So, she outlawed the Polaroid picture
And she invented digital to leave her failings fewer.
KRisTi giLLeon
october
october was the time for lonely walks in yellow light,
dusty galoshes, and other traditions of country living.
strange feeling to be so single and wooden 
inside myself
and to sense the chilled openness
of the coming winter.
piles of l.l. bean catalogues  
      lazed on the stairs of my father’s studio
like neglected dogs – 
clothing for the rosy-cheeked sort
and fine young men of accidental fashion.
something about those flannel shirts my father wore
made autumn a right of manhood,
but I loved the tricks of the season 
right along with him.
he was there in those leaves
the colors of flannel – 
falling so proudly and in such fine style. 
